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on for half an hour. That was only the first of three such ovations. As soon as we could get out of the Garden we went to Cooper Union where there seemed to be just as many people. After the President had spoken there, we went outside to a sort of impromptu stand and here he addressed thirty thousand who could not get in either of the buildings. We were glad when it was over and we could return to the Mayflower, which was lying near East Twenty-third Street. Margaret and Helen were with us, and we steamed slowly towards the Atlantic Highlands during the night, to reach home early the next morning. Another speech at Shadow Lawn on the following Saturday closed the hectic 1916 campaign.
On that day, in addition to the usual crowds from New York and elsewhere, two hundred and fifty Princeton people came, many of them old friends. We asked them all to stay to tea, and found them very interesting and delightful. As usual, some of the old friends stayed and dined with us.
When I awoke the next morning I tried to picture to myself how in this brief time since we were married, less than eleven months, my whole life had changed; and how much happiness had been crowded into those busy months. This was Sunday, November 5th, and the election was to be on the following Tuesday. I had never felt that we could win the majority of the electoral votes, for while the masses seemed for my husband, there was so much money in the hands of the Republicans. In addition, the Mexican policy was still being attacked, and the war in Europe was bringing new and greater problems every hour. All this was summed up as I lay there that Sunday morning and turned things over in my mind before any of the household were stirring. I began to speculate on what we would do when we should leave the White House, which I calculated would be in just four more months.
It had been a wild night. A sudden downpour of rain, followed by high winds, had made it impossible to sleep.